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ing? I could lend you a bob or two myself, for that
matter."
"No, thank you, Mr. Smeeth. I'd rather have the
pound on account, if you don't mind. It's something
special I have on to-night." And he added to himself
that old Smeethy would be just about dumb with sur-
prise if he knew, too.
"Oh, well, in that case, I suppose you'd better have it.
But it's a special case, mind. And don't forget you'll
have a pound less to-morrow morning." He carefully
made out a slip Sub. H. Turgis—£i os. od., placed it
in the petty cash-box, and then handed over the pound
note.
"Thank you very much, Mr. Smeeth/' said Turgis
quietly, humbly. That was the first thing done. The
next was to book the seats at the Sovereign. He could
have telephoned and then paid for them in the evening,
but this did not occur to him, for he did not belong to
the seat-booking classes, and even if it had occurred to
him, he would have rejected it as being too precarious.
To make certain of getting good seats, he curtailed his
lunch to a mere gobble and gulp, then hurried off to the
West End and the Sovereign, which was already open.
Indeed, for the last hour or so, the Sovereign had been
doing excellent business, chiefly with young wives who
had come in from distant suburbs to buy three and a
half yards of curtain material and, having saved nine-
pence, felt they were entitled to a glimpse or two of
Ronald Mawlborough. Early as it was, there were
several people in front of Turgis at the advance book-
ing office, but he was able to get two fairly good seats at
four and sixpence each. Nine bob for the pictures! This
was easily his record, and it certainly seemed a lot of

